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ened, and his position would be clearer. Half-
way down the bank the suspicion visited his
mind that this must be where they took the
master of Paitula. No, he would not part from
his rifle. He went back to the shed at a run,
groped for his weapon and then went more
boldly down the bank.

Something black loomed in the snow where
the bank and the ice met. Juha approached it,
carrying his rifle; the surrounding night seemed
to exhort him to do so, as though anxious on its
behalf to exhibit that black object to him.
Solemnity and curiosity mingled with the terror
in his mind. He can see it clearly now; it lies
on its back, its neck stretched backward, its
chest and stomach boldly curving. Its right
arm is raised as in sleep; its left flung straight
out on the snow.

The master of Paitula; a little while ago he
was at Rinne's and spoke those words. No
thought of murder or of the murderer enters
Juha's head; what he dreads is that gentleman.
He seems to see the dead gentleman's brains on
the ice in all their aggravating, overwhelming
greatness.

Juha was terribly afraid and his mind instinc-
tively sought to defend itself: * I am looking at
a corpse, I suppose I can look at a corpse?
Anybody who might come along would look first
of all at the corpse/